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Red and Peter Pan attended a party, the other night, and it was 
such a lot of fun that I have decided to tell you all about it, so that you 
will be in on it, too. The interesting part of it was that we were not in- 
vited. Now, what do you think of folks who will go to a party when 
they are not invited? Well, to tell the truth, we did not intend to go 
at all, but found ourselves there before we knew there even was a party. 

It all came about in this wise: We were out in the country having 
a splendid time, and were just getting ready to go to bed. About that 
time, Shep, the dog at the farm, set up a great howl, and within a mo- 
ment we knew what it was all about, because the air was filled with an 
odor that is not at all pleasant. Shep had found a skunk and seemed 
to think that the skunk did not belong there. The skunk went, all 
right, but he left his customary reminder. 

Well, because the wind blew the odor down our way, we decided 
to go up on top of the hill where Red is building a new house, and 
where the air was fresh and sweet. As we sat there talking, and lis- 
tening to the noises of the night, we learned that there was a real party 
going on, down by the pond. I called it a swamp party, for those tak- 
ing part in it were frogs, toads, crickets, and other creatures, having a 
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wonderful time. So there we were, without an invitation, but we were 
enjoying to the limit, this wonderful party. 
Before I tell you more about the party, I just want to call 


““A quartet of toads seemed to be very popular.” 


your attention to what made it possible for us to go to the party. First, 
you know, we were going to bed, and then the skunk came along and 
spoiled our plan. Of course, we felt terribly abused, and we thought 
it was unkind—very unkind—for the skunk to interfere with us, 
in that manner. After it was all over, we found he had conferred 
a favor upon us. In fact, if it hadn’t been for the skunk, we surely 
would have missed the party. 

Don’t you know, that is quite the way with a lot of things in life? 
When they happen, we think they are all wrong, and they don’t suit 
us at all. After it is all over, we usually find that that was only one 
means of bringing our best good to us. Today Red and I are quite 
thankful for the skunk. 

Well, I almost forgot the party. The program was very long. 
In fact, we did not stay until it was all over, for there seemed to be no 
end to it. There was a chorus, which everybody seemed to join 
and even a nightingale added to the music of the evening. After that. 
there seemed to be a lot of special features quite like a vaudeville show. 

The tree toads had a regular vocal duet, each trying to sing the 


| 5 
fi 
Be 


WEE WISDOM 3 


praises of his own home tree. We never could tell just which one got 
most of the applause, so we concluded that each was satisfied to think 
his home was best. 

There was a fiddling chorus of crickets, and they surely played 
a lively tune, at intervals, between the regular acts. 

A quartet of toads seemed to be very popular during the evening, 
for they no sooner finished one tune than they started out on another. 
Of course, we thought they received so much applause that they had 
to come back and sing again. 

Now, I am going to tell you about the main feature of the evening. 
It was a regular minstrel show by the frogs. They sang and talked, 
they danced, and argued, and told funny stories. But, you ask, how 
did I know they told funny stories? Well, that is really the most 
fascinating part of the whole evening’s entertainment, and, in fact, it 
was through this very thing that we learned about the party in the first 
place. It was the little old-man-of-the-swamp. At least that is what 
we called him. We could not see him, but every now and then he 
would laugh just like a little old man. At intervals, when there was a 
lull in the program, that quaint little old “‘har-r-r-, har-r-r, har-r, har,” 
would ring out. “That is what made us think that some of the frogs 


“It was a regular minstrel show.” 
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must be telling funny stories. Otherwise, why should he laugh so 
much ? 
Now you may say this is a peculiar sort of a Peter Pan story, and 
I quite agree with you that it is. Nevertheless, it is true, and I hope you 
have enjoyed it as much as we enjoyed the party. 
To tell the truth, we enjoyed it so 
much that we stayed until it was nearly 


| i D twelve o’clock. Then we decided that 


the show wasn’t over and that we would 
¢ better get some sleep. 

Back to the tents we went, to find 
that the disagreeable smell had gone, 
and that the air was just as fresh and 
sweet as it was up on the hill. 

Isn’t that just like most of the other 
experiences in life? Unpleasant things 
very often drive us into pleasant things. 
When we thoroughly give up to the 
new thing, no matter what it may be, 
we find that the unpleasant things dis- 
appear. Now every time we hear a 
cricket fiddle, or a frog croak, we shall 
remember that he is trying to tell us a 
funny story to cheer us up, and to re- 
mind us of the little old-man-of-the- 
swamp who laughs. Then we shall laugh, too, and everything in life 
will soon be very pleasant. 


“The little old-man 
of-the-swamp. 


LEARN TO TRUST GOD 


[Wee Wisdom had a letter from Sister Sadie McClure, of St. Cloud, 
Fla., telling us she loves us, and thanking us for our love thoughts for her. She 
sent us the following quotation. | 


Look at the beautiful butterfly and learn from it to trust God. 
One might wonder where it could live on a tempestuous night, in the 
whirlwind, or in the stormy sky, but I have noticed that it is safe and 
dry under the broad leaf, though rivers have been flooded and the 


mountain oaks torn up from their roots.—Jeremy Taylor. 


Who gives himself with his alms feeds three— 
Himself, his hungering neighbor, and Me. 
—Lowell. 
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GOD'S GIFT OF THE LIGHT 


Something came into our room so quietly this morning, that no one 
heard it. It came a long, long way. It came when we were fast 
asleep. And it came right into the room when the doors were all 
closed tightly. We cannot catch and hold it in our hands; but we can 
catch it with our eyes and hold it in our hearts. It always makes us 
happy and glad. It is warm. It is yellow. It is bright. Oh! you've 
guessed : 

The sun. The light. 

When, in the beginning, God made the earth, it was all dark 
everywhere. He saw that the very first thing that was needed was 
light. So he sent out his word: “Let there be light.” And just as 
soon as the word was sent out, “there was light.” 

“He called the light, day, and the darkness he called night.” 

Then he said: ‘“‘Let there be a firmament” (a sky). You see, 
he was thinking of making some beautiful lights, and he wanted just 
the best possible place to put them. Just as soon as he had sent out his 
word about the firmament, it was made. 

Then God said: 

“Let there be lights in the sky, to divide the day from the night, 
and let them be to give light upon the earth.” And so God made two 
great lights; the sun to give light throughout the day, and the moon to 
give light through the night. He made the stars, too. 

The sun is a big round body of burning light, which shines now 
just as it did ages and ages ago. We know that the sun has been shin- 
ing for many ages, because of certain signs which we find in the earth. 
Today we find the bodies of animals preserved in stone. These 
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bodies are called fossils. They are the bodies of animals which lived 
on the earth long ago. 

The eyes of these animals were made for receiving sunlight, just 
as our eyes are made now. 

Then there are rain marks on the rocks. We know that the sun 
helps to make the rain. 

No other light is so bright as the sunlight. When the sun is shin- 
ing brightly, a flash of lightning cannot be seen. 


; The glow from an electric light bulb is unnoticed in bright sun- 
ight. 


“‘Something came into our room. . . this morning.” 


All beauty, all color, and all life come from the sun. 

And when we remember that the cheerful rays that come into our 
room, travel ninety-two millions of miles to see us, what a loving wel- 
come we give them. 

We love the moon, too; but our beautiful moonlight comes from 
the sun. The light from the sun shines on the moon; then from the 
moon, it is reflected to the earth. 
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The moon is not so far away as the sun. Wise men have studied 
about it, as they have seen it through their big telescopes. They tell 
us that there is really no life there at all. No plants, no flowers, no 
birds, and no children. 

The reason that God made light, before he made plants, animals, 
and other things, was because light is necessary to life. 

When God made the things that he intended should grow, he 
wanted them to have that which would help them to grow. 

Where there is no light, there can be no life. 

All things that live on the earth, need the sun’s rays in order that 
they may grow. 

Potatoes and onions cannot grow naturally and beautifully in a 
dark cellar. Neither can children grow naturally and beautifully in 
a coal mine. That we may be useful in the world’s work, and that 
each of us may shine in his own little corner, we need light from three 
different directions. First, we need the light from the sun, to give us 
healthy bodies; second, we need to go to school and receive the light 
which learned men and women have put into books, in order that our 
intellects may grow; the third light is the light of Truth, of which the 
sun’s light is only a sign. The third light leads us into all Truth. 

Frederick Frobel, one of the best friends that little children have 
had since Jesus was here on earth, wrote a wonderful book of games 
for mothers and children, which he called ““The Mother Play.”” One 
of these plays is called ““The Light Bird.” Frébel wrote it after having 
watched a little boy catch the sunlight on a piece of looking-glass and 
then reflect the light onto the wall. The boy’s mother said: 

“What are you doing; Son?” 

“T am shining a light bird on the wall, to please little sister.”’ 

“T see it now,” said the little sister. . 

“T will catch it. Oh! Mother, I cannot catch it; when I think J 
have it under my hand, it shines on top.” 

Then the good mother tells the children that they must not ex- 
pect to catch and hold everything in their hands; but that they can 
catch the beauty with their eyes, and hold it in their hearts, and that in 
this way, only, will they find true happiness and enjoyment. 

To make the children understand better, the mother said: 

“Don’t you remember the love that shone in Father’s eyes as he 
said good-by, the last time he started out on a trip? I know you re- 
member, for you have spoken of it lately, when you asked me when he 
would be home again.” 

“Yes, Mother, I remember. I see him now, just as he looked 


when he said good-by. Dear, dear Father!” 
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“That,” said the mother, “‘is catching the light with the eyes, 
and holding it in the heart.” 

This light, dear children, is just a ray of that true light that Jesus, 
our elder brother, brought into the world by telling us the truth about 
God and about ourselves. 

It is our work to open our thought windows, and let God’s glorious 
light and truth fill us. 

The way to open our thought windows is to say each day: 

“God is my light, my health, my strength, and life, now and 
always. 


PETERS ADVENTURE 


WITH A GRASSHOPPER 
AGNES DEERING MOORE 


OW, PETER, don’t go away. You know it is nearly 


time for your nap, and | don’t want to have to call and 


call you, as I did the other day. Now mind.” 
“A’ right, Mother; I won’t go far, and I'll come back 
soon. 

Peter trotted off in search of adventure. His mother 
looked after him to see where he went. Then she 
resumed her reading. 

When Peter reached the garden, he flopped down 
on the grass and looked about him, to see if he could see something 
mildly exciting. Apparently he was soon rewarded, for he exclaimed: 

“Well, if there isn’t a jolly old grasshopper! Now I'll have 
some fun. Nurse read to me all about a little boy who got a box and 
tied a string to it, and then he tied the other end of the string to a grass- 
hopper’s legs, and made the grasshopper haul things. It seemed like 
jolly good fun. I b’lieve I'll try. it.” 

““No, indeed, you will not,”” spoke up the grasshopper. “T shall! 
hop away, if you try it. I thought you were going to be the sort of 
chap that one could talk to—one with no nonsense about him. | 
thought I would get a good bit of pleasure, telling you something about 
myself and the family to which I belong.” Here the grasshopper 
stopped and gravely scratched the top of its head, with its long hind leg. 

Peter was, by this time, so used to hearing insects talk, that he 
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wasn’t even surprised. Instead, he begged Mr. Grasshopper not to go 
away, but to keep on talking. 

“Oh! please, Mr. Grasshopper, go on with your tale! | didn’t 
know it hurt you, to tie you to the box. The story didn’t say it did, 
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“Well, if there isn’t a jolly old grasshopper!” 


and nobody ever told me. I wouldn’t hurt you, or any of your little 
brothers, for the world. Please don’t go away.” 

The grasshopper considered for a moment. Then, unable to 
resist the joy of talking to some one, he continued: 

“Well, if you really want to hear about me, and if you will 
promise never to hurt me nor any of my kindred, I shall be glad to 
impart as much knowledge as I think you will be able to understand.” 
After having said this, he cocked his feelers at a severe angle, and 
assumed an important air. 
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“Mine is a very old family. One of the oldest families, belong- 
ing to the animal kingdom on dry land. I dare say you didn’t know 
that, did you?” 

“No, indeed! But it is very interesting, and I shall try to re- 
member it, so I can tell Grandpa.” 

““That’s history, that is,” resumed the grasshopper. ‘“‘No doubt 
you'll read all about it some day. Although I understand that most of 
the histories don’t even mention us. I suppose people think we are not 
important enough. Important enough, indeed!” exclaimed Mr. Grass- 
hopper, indignantly. 

“Oh! I’ve heard about you! You are better known than you 
think. I’ve heard my grandfather speak of you often. He calls you 
pests. But then my grandfather knows a great deal.” 

“Does he call us that?” cried Mr. Grasshopper, wildly. “Now, 
I declare that’s too bad!” 

“Why, isn’t ‘pest’ a nice word?” asked Peter, very much sur- 
prised. 

““No, indeed, it isn’t. It isn’t at all fair to call us that, either. 
And to think it’s all because we eat a bit of green stuff: You humans 
are the queerest. You throw away great quantities of food, for the 
flies to eat, and just because we eat a few leaves from the vegetables 
and grains that are planted, you call us that vile and detestable word. 
But then, of course, it isn’t your fault,” added the grasshopper, kindly, 
“so I shall proceed with my family history. 

“T belong to the Acrididze branch of the family. Don’t you think 
we have a beautiful name? Very few people know us by it, however. 
I am rather stout, you see, and my long hind legs enable me to go on 
very long journeys. We are all made on these beautiful lines—quite 
different from my cousins, the field grasshoppers. They are green and 
have long slender bodies. People call them katydids, because they 
make a noise that sounds like the word, ka-ty-did. 

““My cousins, the locusts, are green, too. They are very pretty, 
indeed, and they make a nice whirring noise. However, I don’t see 
much of them, as they usually live in trees. 

_ “T have some other relatives who are quite different from those I 
have just told you about. They are dark colored and haven’t any 
wings. ‘They live in caves and under rocks, so we call them cave 
crickets. You probably have seen them.” 

“Yes, I’ve seen them, lots of times. But they don’t always stay 
in caves. They hop out on the sidewalk, sometimes, don’t they >” 

“Yes, to be sure they do. I am glad that you notice things of that 
so:t. But I hope you don’t step on them, do you? A great many peo- 
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ple do, especially bad little boys. You can’t imagine the grief it causes 
us to have our dear cousins murdered, in that dreadful manner.” 

“Why, of course, I don’t step on crickets, or any other little 
creatures,” said Peter. ““They don’t do me any harm, so why should | 
hurt them >?” 

“You shouldn’t,” replied Mr. Grasshopper. “And I am very 
glad to hear you say that you don’t. Now I'll tell you a secret that 
everybody doesn’t know. It is about the beautiful music we make. 
No one ever told you, did they >” 

“No. What about it?” Peter’s eyes were round with excite- 
ment, for if there was anything he was fond of, it was having a secret. 
‘Please tell me quickly.” 

“Well, we make the beautiful music by rubbing our long, hind 
legs against a part of our wings. What do you think of that?” asked 
Mr. Grasshopper, proudly. 

““That’s great. Wish I could do it. I could make heaps of 
money that way. Have a circus you know, and let people come in and 
see me make a noise with my legs. Let me see’—Peter looked 
thoughtful for a moment. “I’d charge three cents a look, or two looks 
for five cents. I think that’s the way Johnny Ware does it. And 
everybody’d come and watch me do it and—and everything. 

“You make the noise with your legs, and I'l] watch you, and if 
I use my arms instead of wings—cause I haven’t any wings—maybe | 
can make a noise, too.” 

Peter proceeded to try, with all his might. “Now I b’lieve—I 
b’lieve—” But just as Peter thought he was about to succeed, he felt 
something shake him. 

He opened his eyes and there was his mother bending over him. 
“Well, Peter,” she said, “‘you certainly have had a long nap. How 
did you happen to fall asleep, out here>” 

““Why, I haven’t been asleep, have 1? I’ve been having such an 
interesting—”” But Peter got no further. He soon became lost in 
thought over the things that the grasshopper had told him, and he 
trudged off to the house with his mother. 


TELL ME WHY 


Pretty flowers, tell me why 
All your leaves do open wide, 
Every morning when on high 
The noble sun begins to ride? 
—The Book of Knowledge. 
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LESSONS 


GOOD WORDS 


We have studied the work of words until we know that each 
word we use has an effect on our lives. So great is the effect of words, 
that we can truthfully say that we are what our words are. 

Let us think of words having an effect like this: 

We have a glass, filled with clear water. Now we pour out the 
water, and fill the glass with red ink. The change makes a great 
difference in the looks of the glass. The change in the looks of the 
glass, is a good illustration of the change which comes in our bodies, 
with a change in the kind of words we use. 

Here is another illustration: 

We will think that we have gone into a cold room on a cold day. 
There is a stove in the room, but because it contains no fire, it is colde: 
than the chairs and the table. 

Now we kindle a fire in the stove, and it begins to grow warm. 
We put in more wood; the warmth increases, and radiates from the 
stove; it fills the room. Soon everything is changed from chilliness, and 
made comfortable to the touch. 

Good words have an effect on lives quite like the effect of the 
fire on the stove and the room. First, the one who uses the good words 
is changed from unpleasant manners, to warmth and sweetness of man- 
ner. After that, others are made comfortable. 

Words affect the speaker, first; then they affect the hearer. 

When our words are words of health, we become healthy. Our 
health words help our friends to be healthy. 

When our words are kind, we grow to feel kind at all times. Our 
kind words help others to be kind. 

When our words are words of courage, comfort, and steadfast- 
ness, we become strong in good character. This helps others to be 
strong in the good. 

It is a splendid thing for us to organize ourselves into clubs, pledg- 
ing ourselves to speak only such words as will help our own and other 
lives. Thousands of men and women of the Unity family have taken 
this pledge. And a large number of our Wees are also members of the 


Good Words Club. But if we all agree to speak only good words, 
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we shall soon have such a strong company of warm-hearted Good 
Worders that we shall be able to warm up the whole world with the 
love of God. 

Shall we do this, Wees? 

Any one who wishes to become a member, will be sent an enroll- 
ment blank, if he will write to the Unity Good Words Club, and ask for 
it. Then, he can fill in his name, and return the slip to the secretary of 
the Club. After that, he will be a member of what some one has called, 
“The best club in the world.” 


THE I-CAN’TS AND THE I-CANS 
ANN RoE-ANDERSON 
I-can’ts have huge lips which are sullen and cross, 
And eyes which are heavy with tears; 
Oh! never a thing do they see that is nice. 
They grumble and growl their fears. 


The lips of I-cans are winsome with smiles, 
Their eyes ever beam with delight; 

They see only, hear only, speak only good; 
They always are kind and polite. 


A PRAYER TO THE KEEPER OF THE STARS 


Father, who keepest 
The stars in thy care, 
Me, too, thy little one, 
Childish in prayer, 
Keep, as thou keepest, 
The soft night through, 
Thy long white lilies 
Asleep in thy dew. 
—Charles Roberts. 


Crowds of bees are giddy with clover, 
Crowds of grasshoppers skip at our feet; 
Crowds of larks at their matins hang over, 


Thanking the Lord for a life so sweet. 
—Jean Ingelow. 


I do not own an inch of land, 
But all I see is mine. 
—Lucy Larcom. 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 


CousIN FRANCES 


Dear W ee Girlies—Here we are again, all ready to finish Dolly 
Dear’s carriage robe! I can close my eyes and see the Wee girlies, all 


over the country, getting together their materials. How many there 
are! And all so happy, because they love to do things to make others 
happy. 

Many of you, I know, have made several pieces, besides the car- 
riage robe. So, now we will put the bright colored flowers and leaves 
on them. 

First, take a piece of blank paper and put it under diagram no. |. 
Then put your carbon paper between them, with the darkest side next 
to the blank paper. With a sharp pencil, mark all around the flowers, 
and make a dot on each dot in the center. Now you have the design 
on paper, so you won’t need to cut “Wee Wisdom.” Place this design 
right in the center of the carriage robe, and hold the design in place, 
while you slip the carbon paper between the robe and the paper. Be 
sure always to have the dark side of the carbon next to the thing you 
want to mark. Now trace the design just as you did before. 

The next thing to do, is to mark each one of these flowers on the 
pink gingham, and carefully, very carefully, cut them out. Trace six 
leaves, first by making one from the leaf marked ““X,” on design no. |, 
on paper. Then trace six of them on the green gingham. Baste these 
leaves in place first, right over the leaves which you have traced on the 
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cloth. Then baste each rose in place, letting it go over the edge of the 
leaves. 
Take the skein of pink floss which Mother bought for you, untwist 


Diagram 1 


it, and cut it in two, near the knot. You will notice this skein is made 
up of strands, and each strand is made up of six threads. Take three 
threads or half the strand, and thread your embroidery needle. Make a 
knot in the end, and remember what I told you about knots, in the last 
Diagram 2 lesson. Hide them, as you would hide an 

ugly picture or a naughty word. 

I wonder how many of you remember the 

* edging stitch which you learned when you 
were quilt making. To refresh your memories, 
and to show all the Wees who may have 
joined our big family since that time, I’m 
going to show you: 

Look at diagram no. 2. Work all around 
the flowers with this stitch. Then thread your needle with the 
green floss, and work around the leaves in the same way. 

Here’s another review question, as your school teachers would 
say: How many remember how to make a French knot? Well, I'l! 
show you (see diagram no. 3) and also tell you, because it may be a 
little harder to remember : 
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Thread your needle with a whole strand of pink floss, all six of 
the threads; and knot it. Bring the needle up, right through one of the 
dots in the center of a flower. Hold the floss with your left hand, and 
twist it once around the needle. Still holding the floss, stick the needle 
through the cloth just as near the place where it came up, as you can, 
but not in the same place. Make all the dots in one 
flower, before breaking the floss. 

Needle work never looks its best, until after it is 
well pressed. Put your robe on a padded ironing 
board, with the flowers down. Lay on it a damp, but 

- ® not wet, cloth, and then press. Take the cloth up, 

» ® and press the robe until perfectly dry and smooth. 
Diagram 4 Now I wonder what Dolly Dear thinks of her car- 
riage robe. How the little mother will enjoy taking 
her out for an airing, all tucked in with this beautiful robe! 

In this same way, you may applique the flowers on the other pieces 
you have ready. Yes; that is a big word, but that is what putting 
flowers on, as you have, is called. Say the ’que as you do the last syl- 
lable of bouquet, and it’s easy to say. 

Next month we shall begin some work which will make nice 
Christmas gifts for our mothers, sisters, fathers, brothers, or our little 
girl friends. 


LITTLE BROTHERS 


I love you well, my little brother, 
And you are fond of me; 
Let us be kind to one another, 
As brothers ought to be. 
You shall learn to play with me, 
And learn to use my toys; 
And then I think that we shall be 
Two happy little boys. 
~—Old Poem. 


The Wees in Topeka, Kans., are having a story hour, in their 
club room, at 111 West Sixth street, every second Saturday afternoon, 
from 2 to 3 o'clock. During the winter months, the story hour will 
be followed by a period of handcraft work, and after that the children 
will play games. The Wees may bring their little friends to these 
meetings, if they wish. 


KITTENY-CAT 


OCTAVIA 


Tigery striped and as 
Soft as a cotton ball, 
My little Kitteny-Cat! 
In front of her blue eyes, I 
Dangle bright strings; 
‘She reaches her tiny paws, 
Quivers, then springs, 
And when she has seized them, she 
Hangs on and swings, 


Cute little Kitteny-Cat! 
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She wanders and wanders 
In search of amusement, 
Dear little Kitteny-Cat! 
Aunt Betty's crochet work was 
Left in a chair; 
My keenwitted Kitteny 
Soon found it there, 
And unraveled yard after 
Yard, I declare, 
Light-hearted Kitteny-Cat! 


Library table, she 
Ventures all over, 
Wise little Kitteny-Cat! 


One day she examined a 


Bottle of ink; 

She patted and rolled it, and, 
What do you think? 

Why, out came the cork! and as 


Quick as a wink 


Black grew my Kitteny-Cat! 
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Rambling the attic, she 
Rummaged a packing box, 

Brave little Kitteny-Cat! 
Squeaking, out jumped a big 


Rat in alarm; 


Sweet Kitteny ran in a 


Flash up my arm; 
She had not intended to 
Do that rat harm, 
Kind-hearted Kitteny-Cat! 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—AIll reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 

Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one 
time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you 
a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 


The trees are turning brown and yellow, and the leaves are rustl- 
ing to the earth. It certainly looks as though winter would soon be 
here. I suppose all you Boosters have gone nutting! My! how much 
fun to go to the woods and gather walnuts and hickory nuts, and hull 
them and then take them home in sacks and lay them out to dry. You 
have to watch, or the sly little squirrels will sneak up and steal them. 

My! I had almost forgotten that this is the month of Hallow- 
een. The Unity Boosters are going to have a Halloween party with 
fairies, witches, ghosts, and all sorts of mysterious things. We had one 
last year, with cider and apples and doughnuts, and every one had lots 
of fun. It really isn’t much work to have a Hallowegn party, and my! 
how all the kiddies do enjoy it! You know we Boosters do not be- 
lieve in bad witches, but we have good witches and fairies, and that 
makes it lots more interesting, and nobody gets scared. 

Guess how many Wee Wisdoms are being sent out all over the 
world now? ‘Twenty thousand! Do you realize how many Wees 
that is? It is enough to make a line nearly four miles long. You see, 
so many Boosters from this number write letters that we are able to 
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print only those which give demonstrations of the Truth and expe- 
riences in knowing that God is always with us. Also, Imelda has lots 
of difficulty in choosing which stories to print. She reads them all 
carefully, but she has to leave some out because there isn’t room enough 
for all. The ones she wants are those which show useful teachings 
and experiences in the Truth. 

We shall hear more about the Halloween party next month, and 
then we must talk over our Thanksgiving celebration. Let’s all tell 
the things we are thankful for, in the November Wee Wisdom. Who 
will tell the things he is thankful to God for giving him? Leet’s all tell 
about it. 

FRAN AND ROYAL. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken Wee Wisdom for only three months, 
but I love it very much already. I like Blanche’s Corner and the Magic Pillows 
best.—Doris Noel, Parlier, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI just started to get you last month, but I have already 
learned to love you. God has answered many prayers for me, and he will for 
all who have faith. I like ‘‘Peter Pan’’ and the Bible Lessons best of all. I 
am going to work for a Peter Pan cap, for I have many little friends who I 
think would like to get Wee Wisdom.—Martha White, Chugwater, Wyo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have come to me for almost a year. I wish 
the Wees would pray for me, that I may do well in school. Also, I wish you 
would pray for my eyes. I am going to try to get up a Booster Club at school. 
—Ethel May Jewett, Greensburg, Ind. - 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think your birthday number is just lovely. I won 
the championship in the town spelling contest, and I think it was through Wee 
Wisdom’s help that I won. That day I had a bronchitis cold. We had to ride 
three or four miles to the place of the contest. During half of the ride, I studied 
my spelling, and the rest of the time I said, “God is my help in every need. God 
is my health, I can’t be sick.”” When I got there, I did not feel sick at all. I 
received my Booster pin, and I’m wearing it upside down until I have boosted 
for some one. I say the Magic Pillows.—Carolyn Ferris, RFD route 2, South 
Royalton, Vt. 


Dear Wee Waden—I like your visits very much. I like everything, 
especially the Magic Pillows. When I get through reading you, I loan you to a 
little friend. She enjoys you, too.—Fern Stevens, RFD route 2, box 201, 
Gardena, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like Wee Wisdom very much with all its pretty 
stories. —Betty Battelle, Highland Road, Hilltop Place, Rye, N. Y 


Dearest Wees—How we do love you all! We wish Wee Wisdom would 
come every day, instead of every month. We read it from the first to the last, 
and love it all. When we are through with it, we give it to our friends. Our 


three horses died. Will you pray that there will be a way that we can get more? 
—Edward and Beatrice Turner, Ozone, Ark. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom, and I would like to join the 
Booster Club.—Macyl Miller, Corbett, Ore. 


WEE WISDOM 23 


Dear Wees—I have been studying Wee Wisdom lessons and stories for 
one year, and I have been helped and blessed through the Wees.—/NVoalia Free- 
man, box 127, Mt. Olive, N. C. 

Dear Wees—I have been studying Wee Wisdom for the last year, and I 
find in it many things which will help a person who wants to be successful in life. 
I hope to learn more about God, because he is so great and merciful to us.— 
Varah B. Wolf, Mt. Olive, N. C. 

Dear Wees—Our mothers take Wee Wisdom and read it to us. We also 
go to Mr. Barbour and hear him read to us from Wee Wisdom. It’s fine! We 
want to be Boosters.-—Clarence Hoagg, Larkin Ethridge, Lofton Fairchild, and 
Sammy Sirubeck, Enterprise, Miss. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have received you for several years now, and I have 
enjoyed you very much. I have the habit of biting my finger nails, and I am 
asking you to help me to overcome it.—Dorothy Byron, 824 Hanover Place, 
Salt Lake City, Utah. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—yY ou were a Christmas present to me, and [ like you 
very much. I would be glad if you would help me to control my temper with 
my sister.—Sara Virginia Ritchie, 124 N. Fountain st., Wichita, Kans. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I love your stories very much. I like “Peter Pan” 
the best, and I wish it were longer.—Alva Newman, Burns, Colo. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to be a Booster and wear a pin. My brother 
takes Wee Wisdom, and we all read it, and like it very much Emma Brown, 
RFD route 2, Conshohocken, Pa. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a very naughty girl and I want to be a good 
girl. I want to know if you will help me. Mother wants me to be good, and 
if I try, I think you will help me. I hope some of the Wees will pray for me. 
I wish you would pray for my grandmother who is blind. I love to read Wee 
Wisdom. Of all the stories, I like ‘Peter Pan’ and the poems best. Mother 
is trying to make me a good girl with the help of God and Wee Wisdom.— 
Josephine Buckner, 302 Park st., Batavia, IIl. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I just love Wee Wisdom’s stories and verses. I will 
tell you about the dream I had last night. I was in the castle of a king and 
aueen. I went into the parlor which was furnished richly, and then into the 
dining room where the table was set for tea. At the other end of the room was 
the king, and he was coming to meet me. He was dressed in a long purple robe 
trimmed with fur. Then we went into another dining room where dinner was set, 
and there was the queen. She was dressed in a green and blue silk dress. We 
were about to sit down to dinner, when I awoke. Mother said the king must 
have been Royal, who wore his crown on the side of his head in the Birthday 
Wee Wisdom.—Nellie Karlson, Pine Bur, Miss. 


Dear Wees—A friend of ours here gave me Wee Wisdom for this year. I 
have had eight copies and I like it very much. I just love to read the letters writ- 
ten by the Wees. I would like to hear from any one who is fourteen and whose 
birthday is May 18. Will all the Wees help me with my piano lessons ?— 
Helen M. Silliman, box 37, Chester, Conn. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—-We want to be Boosters. We like “The Promise 
Girl” very much, and hope some day to see it in book form.—Diane Pickering, 


a M. H. Del Pilar, Manila, P. I., and Jean Thornton, box 701, Manila, 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—A friend of mine has been sending you to me for a 
Christmas present, and I think you're very nice. I think your little verses are 
very helpful. I have been sick for a long time, but I prayed and I am getting 
better and fatter than I was.—E. Mae Richardson, 969 E. Twenty-fifth st., 
Portland, Ore. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have just been reading the letters in my August 
Wee Wisdom, and I am praying for all the things they ask for. I love the story 
of “‘The Promise Girl,”” and I wish the author would write a series of stories like 
it— Doris Hice, 140814 Bond st., Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am trying to get a Peter Pan cap, and I have one 
subscriber. I will get the other four as soon as I can, for I am anxious to get the 
cap.—Helen Martin, RFD route |, box 4, Saffordville, Kans. 

Dear Wee Wisdom— like your stories very much. I want to be a Booster, 
and I am going to try to get a Peter Pan cap. Mamma has been a Unity sub- 
scriber for a long time.—Mary Weeks, box D, Salt Creek, Wyo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI want to be a Booster, and start a club. I wish 
ban Wisdom came every week—Wilma Drown, RFD route 1, El Cajon, 

alif.. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to join the Booster Club. Wee Wisdom 
helps me a great deal.— Maxine Guinn, RFD route 7, box 416, Fort Worth, 


Texas. 


Dear Wees—I love Wee Wisdom more and more, every day. Since I 
have been taking it, my leg seems to be getting better, and I know that it will be 
well very soon. I have a friend who is sick in the hospital, and my sister is also 
sick. I wish you would pray for me and my friend and my sister.—Myrtle 
Puett, box 2, Carlin, Nev. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I wish you were a great 
deal bigger. I like all the stories. I have no favorite. I go to a class every 
Saturday morning. We call it the Help One Another Class, and we have a 
very nice time.—Hildegard Hathaway, 35 Chestnut Hill ave., Brighton, Mass. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI never could get along without you. I love “Peter 
Pan” and the Magic Pillows best. ‘Wee Wisdom helps me in my work, and 
teaches me to do what is right. Here is a little poem that I composed: 


THE SUN AND THE RAIN 
The sun is shining, 
And it’s very warm; 
But it won’t be long, 
For the clouds are gathering, 
And it’s going to rain! rain! rain! 
—David Witherspoon, Waycross, Ga. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have come to visit me eight times. I have made 
many friends through Wee Wisdom, and I would like to make more. I wonder 
if I have a twin? Any Wee who was fifteen years old on January 7, please 
write to me.—Muriel Fowler, 5 Thirty-second st., Beechhurst, L. I., New York. 


Dear Wees—I have been saving all of my Wee Wisdoms. The stories 
that I like best are “‘Peter Pan” and “The Help Yourself Garden.” I enjoy 
your letters so much. I want the Wees to pray for my little sister who has a bad 
cold.—Mary Anderson, 6038 Magazine st., New Orleans, La 
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Dear Unity—My mother is a Unity member, and my sister is a Wee, so 
I want to be one, too.—John Harris, Tulsa, Okla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The Lord is making me well, in no time at all. | 
read five pages of the August Wee Wisdom, and liked the stories very much. 
The ‘‘Peter Pan”’ stories, I must say, are surely fine.—John Bernard, 308 West 
Robinsen st., San Diego, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mamma reads you to me every month. [I like to hear 
her read about the little folks. Today she read about the black cat. I will tell 
you a story about my little black dog, whose name is Fanny. The cats do not 
like her, but she is a good playmate for me. 

One night she was barking at something in the brush. She jumped onto it, 
and found to her sorrow, that it was a porcupine. Her mouth and nose and lips 
were filled with quills, and they hurt so badly that she cried all the time that 
Mamma and Papa were trying to get them out. I went to my room and prayed 
to God to help her so it would not hurt her so badly. When I came back, the dog 
did not cry any more. 

I always take my troubles to God in prayer. Whenever I am a bad boy, 
or get hurt, or can’t get my lessons, God hears my prayers and answers them.— 
Edward Gendron, Round Mountain, Nev. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI thank you for your kindness, and I hope you will 
keep on praying for me. You have helped me so much in school this spring, that 
I hardly know how to thank you. May God bless you and your little books, 
which are so nice. I thank all the Wees for their kindness to me. My mother 
and father think that there is nothing like the Wee books.—Nanogene Jones, 262 
N. Champion ave., Columbus, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI think that I owe you a vote of thanks for your 
splendid stories and poems. I read your articles and like them. I say my prayers 
every night and morning, and that helps me much with my school lessons. I want 
you to continue coming to me every month, because you make me happy. [| 
especially enjoy the Bible Lessons, the Puzzle Page, and ““The Promise Girl.” 
I have been sick, but now I am well. God is my health and I can’t be sick.— 
Clayton MacDonald Braithwaite, Barbados, British West Indies. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I surely would not miss any copies of my Wee Wis- 
dom, so I’m sending another year’s expenses. Six of us girls have organized a 
club, which we call the U. S. C. Club. I was elected president. We certainly 
have good times, and we are trying to “radiate sunshine’ wherever we are.— 
Lucella Weaver, box 207, Somerton, Ariz. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking you almost a year. My grand- 
mother gave you to me for a Christmas present, and I think that she couldn’t have 
given me a better present. I am sending you a story that I wrote myself. I am 
eleven years old, and if any one who is eleven years old will write to me, I will 
be very pleased.—Ruth Mordaunt, 1038 Balboa st., San Francisco, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you, although I have been 
taking you for almost a year. I am getting a Booster pin.—Nellie Winifred 
Sullivan, 217 Lee st., Tampa, Fla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken you for three months. I like the 
pa a agg and all the stories very much.—Evelyn Hertzler, box 739, The 

alles, Ore. 


_ Dear Wee Wisdem—This is my first letter, although I have taken you some 
time. I want to send your expenses for another year. I like Wee Wisdom very 
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much; it has helped me a lot in learning my lessons.—Aileen Livingston, Brook- 
side apts., Venice, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou visit me every month. I am beginning the first 
year of high school, and I would like your help so that I will be strong in my 
studies. I like being out here in the country with my aunt, because she says that 
I ama help to her. I have made many friends through Wee Wisdom and would 
like to make more.—Velma Megown, Riverton, Wyo. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI read my Wee Wisdom every day, and I like it 
very much.—Ruth Power, Mae, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou are my birthday present from my grandmother. 
You are my everlasting birthday present. I have been letting the girl next door 
read my Wee Wisdoms, and she likes them very much. She is going to sub- 
scribe, so that will be one subscription toward my Peter Pan cap.—LaVerne 


Shaw, 529 Alexander st., Glendale, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have never written to you before, but you have 
been coming to me about six months. I like ‘““The Promise Girl” and the letters 
best of all. I want you to pray that my leg will get well soon.—Jaxie Cozart, 
Creedmoor, N. C 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy your stories very much. About two years 


ago, I was made well by saying a prayer which Unity sent to me.—Dorothy 
Gilliland, Melbourne, Iowa. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I get you every month, and I am delighted with 
you. My mother takes Unity and likes it. Six months ago, she was sick. She 
read Unity and now she’s well. I knew God would make her well.—Anne 
Tucker McGuire, 103 N. Braddock st., Winchester, Va. 


Dear W ees—I like the August Wee Wisdom better than any of the others. 
The letters were interesting. I wish Wee Wisdom would come every week. | 
have won one friend through Wee Wisdom. Her name is Helen Packer. I am 
writing this to ask the Wees to help a girl who broke her limb, coasting down hill. 
Please help her all you can, so she will be well, and able to be home soon. I am 
sending her some Wee Wisdoms. She says she is lonesome and she likes to 
receive letters, so let us write and cheer her up. I am sending her some prayers. 
Her address is: Henrietta York, Children’s Hospital, Iowa City, lowa.—Hilda 
Dorman, RFD route |, Scranton, Iowa. 


Dear Wee. Wisdom—I received you as a Christmas present from my aunt. 
I enjoy you each month and wish you would come oftener.—Florence Lohr, 
box 354, Altoona, Kans. 

Dear Boosters and Wees—We received our first Wee Wisdom in June, 
so you see we missed some of the stories that are continued. But Mother said she 
would get us the Wee Wisdom year book, and I am glad for that. My sister 
Jean and I like Wee Wisdom very much. I wish that Margaret Lucile Basel 
would write to me.—Lucile Hauerwas, 4502 Sixteenth ave., Rock Island, IIl. 


My Dear Wees—lI like the stories, puzzles, and letters in Wee Wisdom. 
I go to Sunday school every Sunday, and I try to help with all the parties and 
plays that my teacher gives.—Ruth A. Black, Waubay, S. D. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—It is always a nice surprise when I see Wee Wisdom 
in the mail. The little stories and the poems and “‘Peter Pan,”’ I think are de- 
lightful. I am trying to be good, like a Booster.—Wéinifred Adams, 29 High- 
bury Place, London N5, England. 
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Dear Editor—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. The story | liked best 
this month was, “Magic Pen of Truth.”—/anet Curtis, 25 Hendricks st., 
Central Falls, R. I. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI think the August number is the best one this year. 
I think the story of “‘Bunkey”’ is very nice. I like the Booster letters best of all. 
I am taking music lessons, but I cannot get my time even, and I wish you would 
please pray for me.-—Geneva M. Tenfel, Sidney, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI get so much good out of you. I like the Booster’s 


letters and always read them first—Maxine Spink, 510 Pulliam st., San Angelo, 
Texas. 


Dear Royal—lI received my first copy of Wee Wisdom this month. I will 
start to get a Peter Pan cap right away. I want the cap especially because it 
will be a pleasant reminder that, through me, five other children are reading and 
enjoying and being benefited by Wee Wisdom. Every day I shall not fail io 
thank God for sending me Wee Wisdom.—May McCloskey, 2010 North st., 
Logansport, Ind. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much, and | am trying 
to get up a Peter Pan Club.—/nez Huffington, 23 Neil st., Saranac Lake, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister and I would like to be Boosters, and help 
to scatter sunshine, as so many of the other Boosters have done. Wee Wisdom is 
the most interesting little book I’ve ever read. I’m staying in the country on 
account of my health, but I expect to be well scon, because ““God is my health; 
I can’t be sick.”"—Marion Oswald, RFD route |, box 52, Remlap, Ala. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI never understood the Bible so well as I do now, 
since I have been taking you.—Luise Unfried, Touchet, Wash. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much, and I could not get along 
without you. You help me to be well and happy. I am sending you a litt!e 
poem which I wrote for you.—Wéilhelmina B. Nolan. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like to read your stories very much. I wrote a 
poem about them, and I’m sending it.—Clifford Smith, RFD route 2, box 43, 
Norwalk, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much, and I can hardly wait until 
my August Wee Wisdom comes. I am glad you are going to have the sew ng 


lessons again—Gwendolyn Dohany, box 46, Redford, Mich. 


Dear Boosters—My friend lent me a copy of Wee Wisdom the other day, 
and I fell in love with the stories. My brothers enjoy them, too.—Hazel Brad- 
ley, Grafton, N. H. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We like all of your stories. Papa doesn’t say whether 
he believes in Truth or not, but we think he does, because he reads every bit of 
Wee Wisdom to us. We see God's many blessings for us made manifest every 
day. The doctor said that my brother has adenoids, and we would be glad io 
have the Wees help us to realize that God will heal him and make him perfect.— 
Rosa V. Busby, W. Colorado st., Baker, Ore. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom. I used to like the 
sewing lessons which you had. They taught me how to make my doll’s clothes. 
—Catherine Whaley, Loveland, Ohio. 


Dearest Wee Wisdom—My sister gets Wee Wisdom now, too, and she 
thinks it’s wonderful. I like ‘““The Promise Girl” and ‘‘Peter Pan” very much.— 
Augusta Dixon, Sayville, N. Y. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I’m sending your expenses for another year, for I 
feel that I cannot get along without you. I like “Peter Pan’’ the best, but I 


enjoy all of you. My little brother enjoys my reading you to him, too.—Corrie 
L. Moon, box 364, Sequin, Texas. 


WeeEs WHo WouLp LIKE To CoRRESPOND WITH OTHER WEEs: 


Audrey Kolb, Riverton, Nebr.; Helen Kline, 1502 S. Main st., Tulsa, 
Okla.; Helen Louise Shannon, 1199 Kenneth ave., Beaumont, Texas; Gene- 
vieve Smith, 621 McLees st., Greenwood, S. C.; Ruth Becker, 425 W. 
Pioneer Drive, Glendale, Calif.; Oakla Crandall, 311 Smith st., Ft. Collins, 
Colo.; Emma Brown, RFD route 2, Conshohocken, Pa.; Sara V. Ritchie, 124 
N. Fountain st., Wichita, Kans.; Ethel M. Jewett, Greensburg, Ind.; Clarence 
Hoagg, Larkin Ethridge, Lofton Fairchild, and Sammy Strubeck, Enterprise, 
M'ss.; Doris Noel, box 35, Parlier, Calif.; Fern Stevens, RFD route 2, Gar- 
dena, Calif.; Dorothy Byron, 823 Hanover Place, Salt Lake City, Utah; 
Helen M. Silliman, box 37, Chester, Conn. ; Doris Hice, 1408!4 Bond st., Los 
Angeles, Calif.; Helen Martin, RFD route 1, box 4, Saffordville, Kans.; E. 
Mae Richardson, 969 E. Twenty-fifth st., Portland, Ore.; Maxine Guinn, RFD 
route 7, box 416, Fort Worth, Texas; Ruth Brookins, 448!/4. Thirty-first ave., 
Milwaukee, Wis.; Diane Pickering, 914 M. H. Del Pilar, Manila, P. 1; 
Jean Thornton, box 701, Manila, P. I.; Myrtle Puett, box 2, Carlin, Nev.; 
Hildegard Hathaway, 35 Chestnut Hill ave., Brighton, Mass.; Muriel Fowler, 
5 Thirty-second st., Beechhurst, L. I., New York; Velma Megown, Riverton, 
Wyo.; La Verne Shaw, 529 Alexander st., Glendale, Calif. 


New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLUB: 

Clarence Hoagg, Larkin Ethridge, Lofton Fairchild, and Sammy Strubeck, 
Enterprise, Miss.; Ethel M. Jewett, Greensburgh, Ind.; Macyl Miller, Corbett, 
Ore.; Betty Battelle, Highland Road, Hilltop Place, Rye, N. Y.; Edward 
and Bernice Turner, Ozone, Ark.; Sara V. Ritchie, 124 N. Fountain st., 
Wichita, Kans.; Emma Brown, RFD route 2, Conshohocken, Pa.; Doris Hice, 
140814 Bond st., Los Angeles, Calif.; John Harris, Tulsa, Okla.; Helen M. 
Silliman, box 37, Chester, Conn.; Mary Weeks, box D, Salt Creek, Wyo.; 
Diane Pickering, 914 M. H. Del Pilar, Manila, P. I.; Jean Thornton, box 701, 
Manila, P. I.; Wilma Drown, RFD route 1, El Cajon, Calif.; Maxine Guinn, 
RED route 7, box 416, Fort Worth, Texas; Muriel Fowler, 5 Thirty-second 
st., Beechhurst, L. I., New York; Myrtle Puett, box 2, Carlin, Nev.; Nelson 
Fenn, 815 Maine st., Quincy, Ill.; George Fruhe, 112 N. Eighth st., Quincy, 
Ill.; Helen Kline, 1502 S. Main st., Tulsa, Okla.; Audrey Kolb, Riverton, 
Nebr.; Emily Brigham, 75 Fuller st., Boston, Mass.; Francis L. Wigmore, 
Orland, Calif. ; Genevieve Smith, 621 McLees st., Greenwood, S. C.; Geraldine 
Dixon, Sayville, N. Y.; Zoe C. Warner, 254 Cliff ave., Pelham, N. Y.; 
Evelyn Kenrick, Bank of New Zealand, Te Aroha, Auckland, New Zealand; 
Maisie Ronpage, Arroyo Sanatorium, Livermore, Calif.; Ruth Becker, 425 W. 
Pioneer Drive, Glendale, Calif.; Charlotte Thompson, 6522 Lafayette ave., 
Chicago, Ill.; Frances E. Wiles, Mynard, Nebr.; Virginia Tenney, 1405 
Evergreen ave., Plainfield, N. J.; Nellie W. Sullivan, 217 Lee st., Tampa, 
Fla.; Evelyn Hertzler, box 739, The Dalles, Ore. 
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TWO BOYS AND THEIR GARDENS 
BERNARR WADE (11 years). 
Lawndale, Calif. 


Once upon a time, there were two brothers, Jack and Harry, 
who each had a garden. Harry was always kind to all God's living 
creatures. Jack always teased him about it and told him he didn’t 
know anything. However, Harry made the best of it, and didn’t say 
anything. 

One day, they passed by a small pool of water, which was almost 
dried up. On the mud were hundreds of polliwogs. Jack, as usual, 
went on, but Harry stayed and got them all up in a can, took them 
home, and put them into a tub of water, which he kept clear and fresh. 

Harry kept on doing good, not only to animals but also to people. 

When the polliwogs grew into toads they kept the insects off his 
garden. Harry’s garden was kept clear of insects by the toads whose 
lives he had saved, but Jack’s garden never grew well. 

One day, Jack went to his brother’s garden, and asked him how 
he managed to keep the insects off. Harry recalled to Jack the time 
he had saved the toads. He told him that if he had love for animals 
as well as for people, he might have as good a garden as anybody. 

Harry gave Jack some of his toads, and now Jack has polliwogs 
almost grown into toads. Jack is thinking good thoughts; and with 
Wee Wisdom to teach him Truth, he is having a wonderful success with 
his garden this year. 


IN MY GARDEN 
WILHELMINA B. NoLAn 


Way down in my beautiful garden, 
The butterflies came one day, 

But when I tried to catch one, 

They all flew right away. 
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THE SELFISH CHILD 


ELIZABETH BEUMLER (10 years) 
1214 Thirteenth st., Douglas, Ariz. 


There were once two sisters. Their names were Katy and Betty. 
Katy was very selfish, while Betty was a very generous girl. 

One day, a man gave Betty a nickel, and Katy a dime. Katy 
pouted because Betty had a bigger coin than she did. Betty gave 
Katy the nickel, and she took the dime. 

The next day when they bought candy with their money, Betty 
got more candy than Katy did. So Betty was rewarded for being 
unselfish. 


MY BROTHER 
Jack KNIGHT (13 years). 


I have a little brother, 
We call him Billy Boy. 
He was born last December, 


And he fills our home with joy. 


His hair is like the sunshine, 

His cheeks are like a rose, 

His eyes are like the violets, 
’ And he has the cutest toes. 


So I want to subscribe for Wee Wisdom: 
It will make him grow up right. 
I think it will be the finest thing, 

For little Billy Knight. 


WEE WISDOM’S STORIES 
CLIFFORD SMITH 
I like the story of the bear, 
He must be very tame; 
And I am very sure I’d dare, 
With him to play a game. 


A very nice story is “Bunkey,” 
A very good dog is he. 
Doesn’t he ever get spunkey ? 
It doesn’t seem to be. 
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AUTUMN IN THE SOUTHLAND 
Maurine WILLIAMS (12 years) 
The autumn to the South is coming, 
The blackbirds are far and near, 
The bees and the wasps are humming, 
The bluebirds are singing good cheer. 
The meadowlark is singing 
His song so sweet and pure, 
The air with music is ringing, 
It’s the song of love, I am sure. 
The grass is a brilliant green, 
The rose is a beautiful red. 
The flowers all over are seen, 
The lily is nodding her head. 
Every one is happy and glad, 
The trees all lovely and green. 
Why should one be sad, | 
In such a glorious scene? 
This is what I think the birdies sing, 
That are happy above; 
And that is why it’s just like spring, 
And all is peace, with love. 
MOUNT SHASTA 
MarTHA LAVELL 
We gazed on the scene before us, 
We stood petrified with awe, 
For there was the gorgeous Mount Shasta, 
The highest we ever saw. 
LITTLE RAINDROPS 
VERA Lucy SHEPARD (8 years) 
Little raindrops, 
Please go away, 
Just for a little while, 
For I want to play. 


EVASION 


EDWARD GOWAR. 


“Tell me, tell me, alligator, 
What's the distance, if you please, 
‘Twixt the place called the equator, 


And the northern polar seas?" 


“My! that's easy, little brother,” 
Says the ‘gator, with a laugh, 
“One's as far off from the other 


Twice, you see, as much as half.” 
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Lesson 4, OcToBER 23, 1921. 
PAUL’S LAST JOURNEY TO JERUSALEM.—Acts 21 :3-17. 


GoLDEN TExT—Let us not be weary in well-doing: for in due 
season we shall reap, if we faint not—Galatians 6:9. 


Paul and his companions sailed into Syria, and landed at a little place 
called Tyre. Their first act, upon landing, was to look up the disciples. 
They stayed there seven days. When they were ready to depart, the 
people of the city accompanied them as far as the shore, where they knelt 
down and prayed. They came next to Caesarea, where they went to the 
house of Philip. While they were staying there, a certain man, called 
Agabus, came from Judea. Agabus was a prophet. He took Paul’s 
girdle, and bound his own hands and feet, and then said to Paul, “This is 
the way the Jews at Jerusalem shall bind the owner of this girdle, and they 
will give him into the hands of the Gentiles.”” This did not frighten Paul, 
however, for he replied, “Do not think you will frighten me. I am ready to 
be bound, and to die if need be, for the Lord Jesus Christ.” And they 
went to Jerusalem. ; 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Why did Paul seek the disciples at once, upon landing at Tyre? 
Paul was a sincere Christian, and he desired companionship with other 
Christians. 

Was it stubbornness which made Paul persist in going to Jerusalem 
in the face of Agabus’ warning? No. Paul felt that it was his duty to go 
there, and he was willing to undergo anything for his Lord, whom he loved. 

Why was Paul so calm, in the face of this warning? Because he 
placed his trust wholly in God. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—/ will trust in the Lord, 
and not be afraid. 


33 
AK if 
By MARY 


WEE WISDOM 


Lesson 5, OcToBER 30, 1921. 
TEMPERANCE LESSON.—Text, Isaiah 28: 1-13. 

GoLpEN TEXT—Woe unto him that giveth his neighbor drink.— 
Habakkuk 2:15. 

Our lesson today is a warning to those who would use strong drink. 
God has given us all our faculties to use for him. ‘When one uses anything 
that numbs or confuses these faculties, he is sinning against God. God is 
the source of all life and intelligence. When one feels the need of strength 
or sustenance, he should seek it through communion with God. To turn to 
false stimulants of any kind, is to look directly away from the real source 
of help. The use of wine or strong drink robs men of the power of judg- 
ment, and of the ability to think clearly and act wisely. We must learn to 
be temperate not only in the matter of drink, but also in the matter of food 
and dress, and in all things pertaining to our daily lives. 

Questions for the Children to Answer. 

To what source should we look for stimulation? To the Holy Spirit. 

In what other ways should we be temperate, besides in the matter of 
drink? In food and in dress and in the choice of our amusements. 

How may we know when we are being temperate in all things? The 
wisdom of the Spirit shows us. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—J eat and drink and do 
all things to the glory of God. 


LEsson 6, NovEMBER 6, 1921. 
PAUL’S EXPERIENCES AT JERUSALEM.—Acts 21 :27-40; 
22:1. 

GOLDEN TEXT—God is our refuge and strength, a very present help 
in trouble. Therefore will we not fear—Psalms 46:1-2a. 

Paul had been preaching in Jerusalem about seven days, when the 
Jews assembled themselves together, and took Paul by force, intending to 
kill him. It seems that the leader of these people did not know what was 
going on. When he learned of the things that were being done to Paul, 
he called his soldiers and went forth to investigate. When the mob saw 
the soldiers coming, they left off beating Paul. It had been their intention 
to kill him at once, without a trial of any kind. When the soldiers arrived 
upon the scene, the chief captain took charge of Paul, and commanded him 
to be carried into the castle. The mob followed, crying and shouting, but 
Paul was very calm. The sight of this crowd of Paul’s unsaved country- 
men made an appeal to his heart, and he begged of the chief captain to be 
allowed to speak to them. It did not matter that they had just sought to 
kill him; he loved them just the same. The chief captain gave his consent, 
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so Paul spoke to his countrymen, telling them of the Father and his won- 
derful love. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Would the people have treated Paul so unkindly, if they had known 
of God and his love for man? No. Ignorance makes people cruel. 

What example did Paul set for us, by his desire to speak to the people 
who had mobbed him? Loyalty to Christ, love for man, and eagerness to 
preach the Gospel. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ will fear no evil, for 
thou art with me. 


Lesson 7, NOVEMBER 13, 1921. 
PAUL BEFORE THE ROMAN GOVERNOR.—Acts 24:10-27. 
GOLDEN TEXT—/ will not offend God nor man. 


In this lesson, we find Paul defending himself before the Roman gov- 
ernor. His first assertion was that the people could not prove the things of 
which they had accused him. There are always people who are willing to 
accuse Christians of wrong doing; but when there is no truth in their ac- 
cusations, they cannot prove what they say. Paul was living in a manner 
which would offend neither God nor man. He therefore had nothing to 
fear. How many people today are living such lives? Because Paul was 
living such a life, he was not afraid to speak up boldly; he never shrank from 
what he believed to be his duty in speaking for Christ. The knowledge that 
we are on the Lord’s side, gives us the courage to speak the truth boldly. 
Paul preached to the governor, and pointed out the governor’s sins. Felix 
should have turned at once to God in search of forgiveness, but instead he 
hardened his heart. Before long, he was trying to make money out of the 
man who had opened the gates of heaven to him. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Why was Paul fearless in the face of every trial> Because he knew 
he was living the life of a Christian. 

Can anything harm us, if we keep close to the Father in ali ihings? 
No. Good overcomes every appearance of evil. 

What should we do, when we are shown the way of Truth> We 
should forsake all else, and live the Christ life. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSoON—My life shall be a light 
unto others, to show them the way of Truth. 


He sendeth sun; he sendeth shower. 
Alike they’re needful to the flower. 
—Sarah Flower Adams. 
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How well do you know the names of the various states in the 
United States? The name of some state answers each of the following 
questions : 

Two names for girls connected by I. 
What Noah built and one of his tools. 
Y O and a Chinese word. 
A girl’s name and a garden tool. 
. The first President of the United States. 
. The instrument used to row a boat is the abbreviation of 
this state. 

7. The abbreviation of this one is you. 

8. A river made famous by an American general. 

9. Put the same letter on both sides of high. 

10. Add to the name of a large Asiatic country ruled by Eng- 
land, the name of a girl. 

11. Its abbreviation of four letters is a service in Catholic 


churches. 
10S. E. 


Its abbreviation is a synonym for sick. 
When you spell the name of this state, every other letter is 


O, plus a kind of earth, plus what we call the place we live, 


The abbreviation of this state is what the farmer does when - 


he cuts his hay fields. 


SOLUTION TO SEPTEMBER PUZZLE 
A Love Story From Shakespeare. 


Romeo and Juliet were lovers. When he proposed to her she 
said, As You Like It. He bought the ring from The Merchant o! 
Venice. The courtship seemed to them a veritable Midsummer Night's 
Dream. The wedding date was set for the Twelfth Night; and The 


Merry Wives of Windsor and Two Gentlemen of Verona were among 
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che invited guests. The ceremony was performed by Cardinal Wol- 
<ey. They had a cozy home in a distant Hamlet, and passed many 
cvenings before the open fire, with a cheerful Winter’s Tale. How- 
ever, the bride soon proved to have a temper like a Tempest, and the 
poor man said his chief occupation was The Taming of the Shrew. 
‘| heir first quarrel sprang from Much Ado About Nothing. They 
took their troubles before that great lawyer, Portia, who advised them 
to return home and talk things over. They concluded that it was all 


A. Comedy of Errors. All’s Well That Ends Well, so this ends the 
tale. 


GROUCHY’S THANKFULNESS 
GUNHILD JERNBERG (13 years) 


There was a man whose name was Jeb Davis. He was always 
grouchy. Some one told him that he should be thankful for everything 
that he had; but Grouchy Jeb said, ““There’s nothing to be thankful 

His wife was a good little woman, and said, “I’m thankful that 
Mis. Ward is having plenty, and has nothing to worry about.”’ But 
Jeb did not have that idea. 

One morning, Jeb should have cultivated his garden, but he lay 
in bed. Soon he thought of his garden, but some one said, “Aw! 
that’s all right; you lie down and sleep.” Then some one said in his 
other ear, “Get up and do your work.” But he had listened to the first 
voice, so it was ten o'clock when he dressed and went for breakfast. 

“Breakfast ready >” 

““Yes,”” responded his wife. Then she leaned over and said: 
“Aren't you glad for the nice rain and the sun, and a nice break- 
ast?” 

“Can’t you keep quiet on that thankful talk >”’ 

It happened one day in November, that a sore spot came on Jeb’s 
neck, and the next day it was a boil. Then he said to Bess, his wife, 
ee thankful that I have got only one boil. I might have had half a 

ozen. 

When he was well, he was thankful for everything, and he arose at 
five o’clock every morning. He soon became rich like Mr. Ward. 
Then the children changed his name to Thankful Jeb. 


The autumn is a gypsy, when the frost is in the air; 
A joyous, tattered wanderer, with sumac in her hair. 


~H. Anundsen. 
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FIRES IN THE FALL 


Sing a song of seasons, 
Something good in all; 
Flowers in the summer, 


Fires in the fall. 


“Say, but doesn’t that wood fire smell good?” — 

It was a crisp October afternoon, and Sonny and his friend Bob, 
had built a fire in the brick oven out-of-doors. They intended, later on, 
to put potatoes and apples to bake in the hot ashes. Of course, the 
potatoes and apples would be a little burned on the outside, and a little 
raw in the center, but what of that? There would be youth and hap- 
piness in the taste of them. 

The children were to do the cooking. I, being the guest of honor, 
had nothing to do but to enjoy the fall day and the smell of the wood 
fire. 

As I watched the fire crackle and burn, I thought of all of you 
Wees, scattered in so many different places on old Mother Earth. | 
love to think of you, and how, although far apart, we are so close 
together. That is a paradox, isn’t it? Of course, though, for a Wee, 
the answer is easy. 

As I thought of you, I wondered how many of you loved fires, 
and got as much enjoyment out of them as we do. 

There are people, you know, who think of fires only to be afra d 
-of them. There are others, I presume, who, if they think of fires :t 
all, regard them only as most humdrum necessities. 

Fires, to us, are a most pleasant part of life. Perhaps that is 
because we have so many open fires. A fire in a furnace, or in a stove, 
is not a thing of beauty, though it may be most useful and comforting. 

But an open wood fire—that is different. All wood fires are 
good—but a hickory wood fire is the very best of all. The smell of 
burning hickory always makes me want to attempt to write a poem or 
eat a capacity lunch. Since I can never quite decide which I want 
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most to do, I just inhale the invigorating odor and think how good it is 
to be alive in a world where there are hickory wood fires. 

There are ever so many sorts of fires. There are the fires in the 
brick oven, where we roast potatoes, and the big bonfires on clear 
autumn nights, when we dance, and sing all the songs we love best. 
Then in winter, when it is cold outside, there is a jolly wood fire in 
the fireplace in town. We sit, Indian fashion, in front of the andirons 
and eat popcorn and apples. That is also a story-telling time, when we 
all see pictures in the flames. 

Not long ago, we were learning about different religious beliefs, 
and among them we read of the fire worshipers. 

“Mother, that wasn’t so bad,” said my son. “If they had to 
have something they could see, why, a fire was a good choice.” 

But we are glad we know that fire is but one of the symbols of 
the beauty, wisdom, and purity which is God. 


WINTER CALLED THEM 


“Come, little leaves,” said the wind one day, 
“Come o’er the meadows with me and play; 
Put on your dresses of red and gold, 
Summer is gone, and the days grow cold.” 


Soon as the leaves heard the wind’s loud call, 
Down they came fluttering, one and all; 
Over the brown fields they danced and flew, 
Singing the soft little songs that they knew. 


“Cricket, good-by, we’ve been friends so long! 
Little brook, sing us your farewell song! 
Say you are sorry to see us go: 

Ah! you will miss us, right well we know. 


“Dear little lambs, in your fleecy fold, 
Mother will keep you from harm and cold; 
Fondly we watched you in vale and glade. 
Say, will you dream of our loving shade?” 


Dancing and whirling, the little leaves went; 
Winter had called them, and they were content. 
Soon fast asleep in their earthy beds, 

The snow laid a coverlet over their heads. 


—George Cooper. 
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TREASURE BOX 


By IMELDA Octavia SHANKLIN 


Two quaint maidens of ye vulden 

time dwelt on the sandy shore. A 

princess, beautiful, gond, and great, 

who dwelt afar, was daily expected by 

the maidens to come to their land in a 

great white ship, bearing with her a 

most precious gift for some one pre- 

pared to receive it. From the way 

the story starts out, one can readily 

discern the elements that tend to create 

a breathless interest. It would be un- 

fair to reveal further details, lest some 

of our young readers be deprived of 

the pleasure in store for them. But 

the following descriptive paragraphs will give a little idea of the 
delightful style of the story: 


““Basha arrayed herself in fresh apparel and put upon her 
the jewels as wrought by the jewelsmith. When she came again 
upon the deck the captain and the seamen marveled at her, for 
never had they thought to ser a maiden possessed of such gems. 


““On her head she wore the heiuet of diamonds, and her long 
braids of hair were woven with pearl ropes. Two armlets of 
ruddy rubies she wore, a breastplate of emeralds, and about her 
waist a girdle of opals. The golden meshes of her sandals were 
set with yellow topaz stones, and above the sandals were anklets 
of turquoise. About her neck was the little jeweled chain she 
had cast from her when Walin quit the sands.” 


Rickert Fillmore has understandingly illustrated the story 
with six full page pictures and several smaller ones. 


The volume is bound in a soft blue heavy paper, tied in har- 
monizing silk cord; four-color cover illustration; cream paper, 
uncut edges; margin border in toned-down red; tiny treasure chest 
decorating each page; neatly fitted envelope closed with seal to 
match binding. Price, 50 cents. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Mo. 
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There’s somethin’ sort a win- 


nin 


About October—now 
You take her sky all hazy, ALA 
And then the foliage—how AN 


Her flamin’ reds and yellows 
Make a cloudy day look bright. | 
There is somethin’ mighty fine 1 
About the fall, all right. 
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At breakfast time 
My face is bright— 
That's how I start 
My day just right. 


‘2 At every task 
Or game I play 
I stop and think— 
“Is this God's 
way?” 
NICHT 
Then when at dusk 
I've done my best, 
I'm happy when 
I go to rest. 


| 


\ 
\ | Li 
aL 
i 
of 
| 


